0/ these 


l he i amtng qj- the o ereie. 


Each in his office readic at thy becke 
Wilt thou haue mulicke ? Harke Apollo playes, MuSche 
And twcntie cagtd Nightingales doling, ' ^ 

Or wilt thou fleepe ? Wee’l haue thee to a Couch, 
cotter and Tweeter then thelurtfull bed 
On purpo/c trim’d vp for Scmiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will beftrow the ground. 

Or wil t thou ride ? thy horfes (hill be crap'd 
Iheir harneffc ftudded all with Gold and Parle. 

Uoft thou loue hawking? Thou h 3 ft hawkes willfoarc 
Abouc the Morning Larke, Or wilt thou hunt, • 

l a t b °Tf 5 fl , Ul 1 make thc Welkin anfwer them 
And retch Thrill ecchoes from the hollow earth 

,h0 'ia"' C °“, rf '' 'i’y R^y-hounds art a, f, 

Ai Oie-thedSrags; I fleeter thenthe It >e. 

A A^f' Djfi , th L oulouc P‘«wes? w cwil fetch thce-flrat 
Adomspamted by a running broofce. 

And Cithercaall infedges hid, 

to m ««e and wanton with her breath. 

Fu.ii as the wauing fedges play with windc. 

A nfl U ^ Ce1 ft f W tllcc Io >* was a Maid 

And how (lie was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As Imclic painted, as the deede was done. 

Scrat£ Pj. Da P^ etomi ^ t,,rou 8 h 3 wood, 
scratching her legs, that onelhal fwcatcflic bleeds 

And at that light lliall/ad Apollo ueepe ' * 

o workmanl/e the blood and tear cs arc drawne. 

Thorhart T a h I° a U d ar f 9 L ° rcl 3nd nothin 8 buc 3 : 

i nou haft a Ladiefarre more Beautiful! 

J hen any woman m this waining age * 

Ord?r'd Am 1 \^ r 1 and Iiaue 1 fuch a Ladie ? 

Or do r dreame ? Or haue I dream'd till now i 

do not fleepe : I Tee, I here , I Tpeakc " 

I /me! (wcet fauors.and 1 fcdeToft thing* • 

v pon my lifcl ama Lord indeede, 8 


7 he Taming of the $kreV* 


And not a Tinker, nor Chrirtopher Site. 

Well, bring oar ladie hither to our light, 

And once aeainea pot o’thlmalleft Ale. 

* Man } Wik pieafe your mightmeffc to wadi your hand* : 
Oh how wc ioy to Tee your wit refto’d. 

Oh that once more you knew but whatyou arc- 
■phcTe fiftcene ycc. es you haue bin m a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d, To wak’dasif you iliept. 

Bef. Thcfe fiftecne y ceres, by my fay, a goodly nap, 

But dTdlncuerfpeake of all that time. 

I c Man. Oh yes my.Lord, butvcric idle words 
For though you lay heere in this goodlic chamber, 

Yet would you lay, yc wcare beaten out of doore. 

And raile vpon the Hollefle of the houfe, 

And fay you would prefent her at the Leete, 

Becaufe Ihebrought ftone-sugs, and no fea’Id quarts : 

Sometime* you would call out for Cicely Hackee. 

Beg, I, the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . LMan Why fir you konw no houfe, nor no luch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp, 

As Stephen She, and old John B(jps of Greece, 

And Peter Turpi), and Henry Tin. p, rnell. 

And rwentie more Tuch mmes and men at thcfe, 

Which neiier were , nor no man eucr faw.. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, c All, Amen 


Enter Ladie with Attendants. 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou (halt not loote by it. 

Lady . How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marrie I fare wcll ( for heere is chcerc enough. 

Where is iny wife ? 

La. Heere noble Lord.what is thy will with her 
Beg. Arc you my wife and will not call mce husband? 
Mymcnlhould call mec Lord, I am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband I am your 
wifeinall obedience. 

Beg. 1 know icweHjWhatriwftLeaU her ? 

Lord. Madam. fc , . / 

Beg. Alee Madam, or .ftweM^cUrn f 

' B ,,w: ' • terd 



